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Let Them Eat OP tewes 3 


EK. once in a while some 
photographer or hiker or 
anthropologist or somebody 
finds a new “Stone Age tribe” 
living in Papua New Guinea 
or Borneo or the Congo or the 
Amazon River Basin, and a 
big article comes out in Time 
magazine and somebody 
writes a book about how 
“gentle” and “unspoiled” they 
are because all they do all day 
is run around nekkid in a cave. 

And then a couple years 
later some photographer will 
go back there, and they'll all 
be wearin Metallica sweat- 
shirts and sellin bootleg vid- 
eos to tourists. 

And everbody goes “Oh, 
isn’t that awful!” 

And then the missionar- 
ies show up—Babtists and 
Catholics and those French 
guys with the funny shirts— 
and they turn all the Stone 
Age Nekkid People into Chris- 
tians, and this makes the an- 
thropologists mad because 
they think “You oughta leave 
em alone,” and when you ask 
em why they want us to leave 
em alone, they say “So we can 
study em.” 

And then the tribespeople start buying Evinrude 


motors for their canoes, and tradin in their loincloths © 


for Levi’s, and basically turnin themselves into Jungle 
Mall Rats. 7 

And everbody thinks, “This is really disgusting. 
Modern civilization has destroyed these people.” 

But lemme splain somethin here. 

What if the Outer Mongolian Tribespeople want 
Evinrude speed boats? What if they’re sick to death 





Patsy Pease testifies for the prostitution ...er... prosecution, in 
Improper Conduct. 


of paddlin their canoes all day? What if it’s easier to 
buy some cheap denim workshirts from German 
tourists than to sew banana leaves together? 

And I don’t much like missionaries either, but I 
gotta ask: 

Isn’t it their goldurn choice whether they wanna 
be Babtists or tree-worshippers? What if bein a 
Babtist makes em feel better, because they re switchin 
over from some religion that’s full of fear and re- 
venge and superstition? 


In other words, why don’t we just 
let the dang people choose what they 
want? If Indian tribes in Ecuador 
wanna drive around the jungle in 
Toyotas, that’s what they wanna do. 

If African tribes wanna spend all 
their money on cellular phones so they 
don’t have to use drum signals any- 
more, [ don’t blame em. 

If the Stone Age people of Papua 
New Guinea wanna charge tourists 
five bucks to come into the village and 
look at their Sacred Baboon Statue, let 
em make a little jack for the public 
treasury. 

Everbody says “leave em alone.” 
But that doesn’t mean treat em like 
they're pets. Show em everything we 
have. Let em use what they want. 

They can go the mall if they want 
to. 

They’re just like us. 

I’m surprised I have to point this 
out. 

Speaking of Stone Age behavior, this week’s 
flick, Improper Conduct, has an actor named John 
Laughlin who’s so creepy, sleazy, slimy, geeky, oily, 
and generally a Reptile in a Business Suit that this 
almost qualifies as a horror film. He’s an ad execu- 
tive who gets his job because his father-in-law, 
Stuart Whitman, owns the company. And all he 
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John Laughlin cheats on his wife so he can be with Lee Anne 
Beaman, which wouldn’t be so strange except... 








cares about is recruiting “executive assistants” he 
can sleep with. This makes no sense, because he’s 
already married to Playboy Playmate of the Year 
Kathy Shower, so they make her pregnant in the 
script, and she walks around for most of the movie 
grinning with a pillow under her dress. 

Meanwhile, Laughlin straps on a shark fin and 
goes after Tahnee Welch, who has a reputation as 
the party girl around the office, the kind of girl who 
likes to use the Xerox machine as a back support, if 
you know what I mean and I think you do. Unfortu- 
nately for the boss, Tahnee thinks he’s about as 
attractive as an iguana with cooties. So when he 
walks over to look at her drawings, and puts his hand 
right there, she gets a little nervous. When he gets on 
the elevator with her and starts pawing her dress, 
she gets a lot nervous. And when she gets fired for 
telling him what he can do to himself, she hires 
sensitive soap opera type Steven Bauer to be her 
lawyer in a sexual hair-ass-ment case. But they’ve 
got problems—no witnesses, plus a bunch of catty 
women in the office who don’t like Tahnee, plus her 
reputation for aardvarkin all over the lot, plus a 
slimoid defense attorney. And pretty soon the judge 
pronounces Laughlin innocent, Tahnee ends up 
drunk in a bar. She drives down the interstate, goes 
out of control—and pretty soon her sister, Lee Anne 
Beaman, is seeking revenge. 

As you can see, we’ve got way too much plot 
gettin in the way of the story, but it’s basically a 
feminist revenge flick disguised as an erotic thriller, 
with Lee Anne as the female Chuck Bronson. 

Halfway decent. In fact, fullway decent. 

Three dead bodies. Twelve breasts. Multiple 
aardvarking. High heel to the groin area. One motor 
vehicle chase, with crash. Drive-In Academy Award 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


Humping to the Oldies 


Author/ac- 
tress/scream 
queen Jewel 
Shepard (Hol- 
lywood Hot Tubs 
2) has = now 
joined the work- 
out guru ranks 
of Linnea 
Quigley, Cher, 
Cindy Craw- 
ford and about 
a thousand 
other celebrities 
with her new 
workout video, 
Sexercise. Shep- 
ard describes 
her video as 
“humping to the oldies.” Jewel 
says she plans to put a hetero- 
sexual element into exercise that 
will reedeem us from Richard 
Simmons. 

Recently B-movie director 
Fred Olen Ray appeared on 
The Phil Donahue Show along 


Melissa Anne Moore 


nominations for John Laughlin, as the ultimate 
Sleazy Boss From Hell, for saying “Ashley, what 
makes you such a tease?”; Stuart Whitman, as the 
hear-no-evil see-no-evil owner, for saying “My 
son-in-law is a churchgoing man”; Matt Roe, as 
the defense attorney who says “Do you engage in 
sex in public places with all your friends?”; Kathy 
Shower, as the frumpy pregnant housewife who 
gets cheated on, for saying “You should be 
ashamed!” and “You will never see the baby!”; 
Everette Lamar, as the gay bike-riding assistant 
who gets run down by an attempted assassin, for 
saying “He’s gonna hurt somebody else, isn’t he?”; 
Patsy Pease, as the oversexed, ambitious bitch 
who says “You promised me that assistant posi- 
tion if I testified on your behalf!”; Steven Bauer, as 
the nice-guy lawyer who says “If you think what 
this guy’s about is sex, youre wrong—his game is 
power—power over women!”; Lee Anne Beaman, 
as the homely sister who transforms herself into a 
sex-starved vixen, for saying “I have to see you 
tonight” and “I’m doing what I have to do”; and 
veteran Indian director Jag Mundhra, for doing it 
the drive-in way. 
Four stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 


| Briggs. 
~~ topic was what 


with Brinke 
Stevens (Soror- 
ity Babes in the 
Slimeball Bowl- 
o-rama), J.J. 
North (Vampire 
Vixens From Ve- 
nus), Barbara 
Feldon, and our 


own Joe Bob 
The 


else but the 
world of low bud- 
get films and the 
people who work 
in them. Ray pro- 
moted his soon- 
to-be-released 


Attack of the 60 Foot Centerfold, 
as well as selecting a lucky would- 
be starlet, Kelly Lacy, to receive 
arolein his upcoming chiller Jack- 
o-Lantern, to be shot in Orlando 
by director Steve Latshaw (Bio- 
hazard II). Ray says that it looks 
good for Linnea Quigley to star, 


and bills the film as the last screen 
performances of horror legends 
John Carradine and Cameron 
Mitchell. Actually, the footage 
comes from previously shot, 
never-released old film clips ed- 
ited into the new film. The Phil 
Donahue Show will air in late 
February. 

Ray also has a new book, 
Weird Menace, which contains a 
collection of horror stories by vari- 
ous authors. And the Roan Group 
has partnered with Ray to pro- 
duce his own laserdisc line of cult 
movie classics. First up will by 
the letter-boxed remastered ver- 
sion of Hollywood Chainsaw 
Hookers, complete with the the- 
atrical trailer and new exclusive 
video interviews with Linnea and 
Michelle Bauer. 

—MELISsSA MoorE 

If you have news for Melissa, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 75227, 








... his wife is Kathy Shower. 


It's Mouse Mania in New Jersey, the only state where. . . 


Two Rats Don’t Make a Wrong 


A guy in New Jersey got hauled 
into court for whacking a rat 


with a broom handle. The charge: 
“needlessly killing a rodent.” The 
Goody Two Shoes Lobby: the New- 
ark Humane Society. 

Welcome to the era of Rat 
Rights. 

I would think that, if any city 
would be happy to get rid of rats, it 
would be Newark. But it wasn’t 
killin the rat that bothered the 
Enviro-Nazis. It was not letting 
them decide how the rat dies. 
You're supposed to wait till they 
get there so they can decide 
whether to “put the rat to sleep” 
with lethal injection, or “set it free 
in a nature environment.” 

I know you think I’m makin 
this story up. Sometimes I make 
stories up. I’m not makin this one 





A 69-year-old man caught a rat eating his tomato 
plants, caught it in a live trap, called the Humane 
Society to come pick it up. But when they didn’t come 
right away, the rat escaped. He clobbered it with the 
broom. And now he’s charged with a crime. 

But that’s not all. Condo associations all over 
America are arguing like crazy over whether to use 
“glue-board traps” to get rid of rats and mice. What 


: “Yes, that’s right, I was in The Godfather.” 








Social worker/rape victim/love interest Alexandra Paul is on 
up. the verge of screaming “But what about Maria?” 


happens is the rat gets caught in it and starves to 
death. So all the rat-lovers hate it because it takes too 
long for the rat to die. 

The alternative, they say, is to use cats. I’m sure 
the Rat Chamber of Commerce loves this idea. Don’t 
put us in a cruel prison, they’re thinking, where we 
slowly waste away. Let us be eaten alive, crushed by 
the ruthless jaws of a monster ten times our size. 

I have an idea for how to deal with 
this particular nineties issue. Now my 
personal rat weapon of choice is a base- 
ball bat, because there’s nothing like 
that “splat” sound when you score a di- 
rect hit, especially to the rat cranium. 
But if I ever get caught by the Rat-Rights 
Police, I know exactly what I’m gonna 
Say. 

“I had to do it. The rat was about to 
eat a cockroach. I saved the cockroach’s 
life.” 

After all, if we’re gonna be humane 
about this, let’s be humane about it, 
okay? Let’s kill every species that tries to 
kill any other species. Let’s see, how 
many species would that be? 

I believe the answer is “all of em.” 

I’m surprised I have to explain this 
stuff. 

Listen to me. They're rats. They de- 
serve to die. 


Speaking of meaningless death, this week’s flick 
is Nothing To Lose, the old familiar story of the 
French-Canadian street fighter who takes revenge 
on the mob for murdering his aunt and sister while 
falling in love with the tough but sexy social worker 
who won't allow him to see his young niece because 
he keeps getting kidnapped by vicious coke-dealing 
martial artists and given the dreaded punch-in-the- 
tummy torture. (It consists of being strung up by 
your wrists and pummeled once in the stomach 
every time you refuse to answer a question. I’ve seen 
more brutal displays at the Neiman-Marcus cosmet- 
ics counter.) 

The mumbledy-mouth kung fu star of the week 
is Juliano Mer, who has a French accent so heavy 
that you can barely understand him when he forces 
out emotional show-stoppers like “Everybody I care 
about gets hurt.” In his big moment, he points to a 
punching bag and screams “This is me!” 

This is certain to be the first in a series of one 
movies for Juliano, who looks like Tony Franciosa 
after a facial and a blow-dry. 

In other words, they've been spending that Ca- 
nadian funny money again. 

Eleven dead bodies. One breast. Three motor 
vehicle chases. One rape, by homosexuals in clown 
suits. One bald, sword-wielding hippie. Nine Kung 
Fu scenes. Drive-In Academy Award nominations 
for Michael “I Was in The Godfather” Gazzo, as the 
gangster who says “He’s not a kid anymore—he’s a 








Paul Gleason struggles to free himself from 
the dreaded single half-hitch. 


vampire—I wanna drive a stake through his heart”; 
Juliano Mer, as the only kung-fu star who still trains 
by skipping a jump-rope, for saying “Look, it would 
be as easy for me to live in your world as for you to 
believe in mine!”; Alexandra Paul, as the piece-of- 
furniture love interest who yells “What about Maria!”; 
and Paul Gleason, as the obnoxious cop who keeps 
showing up at crime scenes so he can scream “You let 
this happen!” 

One and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Mk. HATE 
Sez... 


by Clarke Blacker 


Smartass: Attitude Depression Bourbon 
& Da’ Backbeat!: Mr. Hate is feeling especially 
good today. I’ve just heard some of the lamest 
heavy metal ever recorded and I get to warn you 
before you waste your McDonald’s paycheck on it. 


This gang of idiots call themselves Smartass. 
Dumbass is more like it. You’ve got your generic 
haircut band slogging their way through com- 
pletely unremarkable songs. To mangle a quote by 
the late Frank Zappa, “Bad Singin’, Bad Playin”. 
The same stupid chord progressions with more 
than a little bit of Black Crowes thrown in for lack 
of originality. They even have a cool semi-fascist 
logo. The only thing missing is the umlaut. Any- 
way, if you feel compelled to listen to this band 
erind their way through songs like “Last Man on 
Earth,” “Stones or Roses,” and the ever-popular 
“Rubber Duck,” you can reach them at: Smartass, 
Dept. AL-2, P.O. Box 8621, Atlanta, GA. 





Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter hap- 
pens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open the 
mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a jerk 
in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the rest of 
your life. 

Books 

Rock and Roll Flyer by Robert M Rufe, Rock Star by Jackie 
Collins, Run, Bullet, Run by Bob Hayes with Robert Pack, Sailor 
by Clay Geerdes, Screwtape Letters by C.S. Lewis, The Secret 
Fire by Rosemarie Santini, See Texas And Die by Jake Logan. 

Videos 

Running Mates with Greg Webb and Barbara Howard; 
Russian Roulette; Sacrilege; Sarafina with Whoopi Goldberg; 
Satan Williams; Saturday Night Special starring Maria Ford; 
Savage Instinct starring Debra Sweaney; Savage Inmates; Sav- 
age Lust; Save Me starring Harry Hamlin. 


eljko Ivanek, 

best known to 
drive-in fans as the 
unforgettable star 
of The Sender, has 
scored a major tri- 
umph on Broad- 
way. The current 
revival of Tennes- 
see Williams’ The 
Glass Menagerie 
stars Ivanek as the 
tortured Tom, and 
he is mesmerizing 
in a role that’s been 
done so many times 
by community the- 


aters most people would give up hope of finding 


anything new in it. He plays opposite the great Julie 
Harris, the only person ever to win five Tony’s, an 
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she’s equally amazing as his mother Amanda. Read- 

ers in the New York area will want to see these 

performances, currently running at the Roundabout 
Theatre on Times Square. 
€ 

How many years have we waited for a magazine 

that keeps its iron grip on the pulse of Jersey City, 





... Mherein we report from the 
aunoergrouno, the counter-—culture, 
Che out-of-€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 
places where misfits dwell. 





e Sender’s Zeljko Ivanek wows em on Broadway. 
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New Jersey? Scott 
Munn, a Jersey 
City native who 
lives there, works 
there, and is obvi- 
ously obsessed with 
the place, has man- 
aged to take New 
Jersey trivia and 
turn it into a hilari- 
ous—dare we say, 
universal—humor 
Magazine called 
Light Reading. 
Having never been 
to Jersey City, we 
experience’ the 
place entirely through Scott’s eyes, as he skewers 
the corrupt politicians (“corrupt” and “politician” in 
Jersey City are apparently synonyms), the lame 
: newspapers, and the nonde- 
a script skyline, aspiring hope- 
lessly to the prestige of New 
York City, which can be seen 
from every local street corner. 
Scott also writes more fanciful 
pieces, like a version of Star 
Trek in which the Enterprise 
crew lands in Jersey City, a bo- 
gus version of Monopoly using 
Jersey City street names and 
pointing out various real estate 
fiascos, song parodies, fiction 
parodies, and even a whole 
parody magazine-within-the- 
magazine (Procession, which is 
aimed entirely at an audience of 
people who love death). “There’s 
very little you can find in Jersey 
City,” writes Scott, “that you 
can’t find elsewhere in either 
smaller, more palatable doses 
or larger, grander construction. 
It has its quirks, like any city. If 
you look, you'll find them, and if 
you don’t, someday you'll move, 
never having really lived here. 
Jersey City is not a joke. Its a 
thousand jokes, and if you live 
here you've paid for every one. 
It’s also a thousand almost in- 
visible points of pleasantness 
(and repose) scattered in as many directions, and 
God bless them, as you find them, everyone.” Scott 
writes every word of this slick 32-page gem, and also 
sells the world’s only series of Jersey City postcards. 
(Ask for his list.) To get the quarterly, send five bucks 
for a sample, or just send him your name and 
address, and he’ll send you a postcard announcing 





each new issue: Communipaw Com- 
munications Inc., P.O. Box 3802, Jer- 
sey City, NJ 07303-3802. 
€ 

Night of the Living Dead, the ulti- 
mate horror film of modern times, has 
been released in a new THX laserdisc 
that many believe is actually better 
quality than prints struck from the 
original 1968 negative. It was a labor 
or love for industry veterans Don May, 
Jr. and Vini Bancalari, who formed 
Elite Entertainment last year because 
they were disappointed in the way 
major laserdisc distributors treated 
horror and sci-fi films. “Generally, they 
are neglected or come out on disc only 
to suffer from horrible sound and pic- 
ture quality using poor theatrical 
prints,” says May. “Vini and I wanted 
to turn this around and treat the genres 
with the respect they deserve.” Night 
of the Living Dead is their first re- 
lease, and took a full year of work in 
cooperation with George Lucas’ THX 
Laserdisc Program. The response has 
been so good that they now plan to 
release other cult titles, all struck from 
the original negatives and audio mags. 
Coming up are Horror Hotel, the 1960 
Christopher Lee classic, in wide- 
screen format; a new “director’s cut” of 
William Lustig’s Maniac, the 1980 
widescreen splatterfest that is banned 
from cable TV; a version of Mario 
Bava’s Lisa and the Devil never re- 
leased in the states; and a new 
widescreen transfer of Bava’s Baron 
Blood. The Night of the Living Dead 
disc also features commentary by director George 
Romero, writer John Russo, and actors Karl 
Hardman, Marilyn Eastman, Bill Hinzman, 
Judith O’Dea, Keith Wayne, Kyra Schon, Russell 
Streiner, Vince Survinski and Judy Ridley. 
(The star, Duane Jones, died about four years ago.) 
It’s available in video and record stores, or directly 
from: Elite Entertainment, Inc., P.O. Box 632, Rock- 
away, NJ 07866. 
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The comic book business is booming, and every- 
one seems to be jumping on the bandwagon, includ- 
ing B-movie giant Roger Corman, who has branched 
out with his own company, Cosmic Comics. Other 
celebrities vying for immortality in the comic book 
realm include Brinke Stevens (Brinke of Eternity), 
Susie Owens (Flaxen), Sybil Danning (Black Dia- 
mond), William Shatner, Leonard Nimoy, and, 
just joining the ranks, our very own Melissa Anne 
Moore. Melissa was recently approached by Man- 


da HAAGE TEN Predection 


THEY DEAD: 


vim AUDITH O'DEA - DUANE JONES - MARILYN EASTMAN: KARL HARDMAN - JUDITH RIDLEY- KEITH WAYNE 


juced by Russe! W. Streiner and Kari Hardman - Directed by George A. Ramern - Screenplay by Jahn A, Russe - A Walter Reade Organization Presentation ~ Relensed by Continental oF: 


They keep coming back ina 
bloodthirsty lust for 
HUMAN FLESH!... ? 
Pits the dead against the living | _ 
in a struggle for survival! | 


sion Comics and David Watkins in association with 
Hugh Gallagher to lend her name to a true crime 
comic book. Charmed by the title character’s tough- 
ness and integrity, she gave the project a nod. 
Melissa Moore: Bodyguard should be available by 
April. 
€ 

Looking for a fan club address for your favorite 
celebrity or TV show? The 1995 Fan Club Directory, 
put out by the National Association of Fan Clubs, 
boasts hundreds of listings including actors, musi- 
cians, writers, models, animals, athletes, cartoon 
characters and even a city (Evening Shade, Arkan- 
sas). It tends toward the mainstream, but careful 
readers can find addresses for Traci Lords, John 
Zacherle, Brinke Stevens and Melissa Anne 
Moore to name a few. For information on obtaining 
a copy of this 194-page directory, send a S.A.S.E. to: 
The 1995 Fan Club Directory, P.O. Box 7487, 
Burbank, CA 91510-7487. 


Reviews by the Animation Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


YAMPIRE HUNTER D 


“Graphically glorious” “fresh” “gruesome and eerie” sci-fi 
story set in the year 12,090, when vampires rule the earth. Doris 
hires “strange, secretive 


9 6. 


very cool” “Eastwood/Bon Jovi type” 


Maurizio Nichetti starts turning into a cartoon character, and 
wonders how it will affect his sex life, in the quirky Italian farce, 


Volere Volare. 


Vampire Hunter D, the son of Count Dracula who “looks just like 
Michael Jackson on a good hair day,” to rid the country of the 
“very oily’ Count Magnus Lee and his minions of demons, 
werewolves, witches, sirens and phantoms. “Let the ass-kicking 
commence.” “The animation is terrific, the sound is great, the 
‘music is great. This makes my top ten list of animated flicks for 
adults, right up there with Heavy Metal, Fire and Ice and 
Watership Down.” “Typical Saturday morning animation witha 
little more complex backgrounds. The ending is directly ripped off 
from Shane.” “The actors’ voices used are weak, melodramatic 
and distractingly childish.” “It’s annoying that the figures never 
look as good as the fabulous backgrounds.” “B-plus animation. 
The plot is okay, and the animation is simlar to a low-end graphic 
novel. Lots of supernatural baloney.” Best line: “Put your tongue 
back in your mouth. It’s bad manners.” Eight dead bodies. Nine 
breasts. Six explosions. Crawling, dismembered hand. Knife in 
eyeball. Exploding head. Voices: Michael 
McConnohie, Barbara Goodson, Jeff Winkless, 
Edie Mirman, Kerrigan Mahan, Steve Kramer, 
Steve Bulen, Joyce Kurtz, Cara Cody, Tom 
Wyner, Kirk Thornton. Writer: Yasushi Hirano. 
Translation: Wyner (“good”). Character designs: 
Yoshitaka Amano (“standout”). Director: Toyoo 
Ashida. English-language producer/director: Carl 
Macek. [To order, send $33.95 to Streamline Pic- 
tures, P.O. Box 691418, West Hollywood, CA 90069. 
1985/92.] (Also reviewed by the Foreign Committee, 
which gave it an 85.) Overall rating: 93. 


VOLERE VOLARE 


“Very funny” “tremendously imaginative” Ital- 
ian “offbeat love story” starring the “brilliant” 
Maurizio Nichetti, “the epitome of innocence—like 
the little tramp,” as a guy who does sound effects for 
animated cartoons falling in love with Angela 
Finocchiaro, a bored call girl with a bizarre clien- 
tele, and then slowly turning into acartoon character, 





Official Rating 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 

88-84 Excellent 

83-80 Decent 

79-75 Watchable 

74-65 Pathetic 

64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Animation Records 


(Vampire Hunter D, 1985). 


(Green Jello: Cereal Killer, 1992). 


much to his true love’s delight. “A perfect example of a ‘small’ film 
nailing it. More quirky than Cool World, and better than the 
overproduced and unfunny Roger Rabbit.” “This is what Cool 
World wanted to be—Who Framed Roger Rabbit? as directed by 
Bob Guccione.” “I’ve never seen anything quite like it. Anyone 
raised on Disney and faced with what passes for anima- 
tion these days will appreciate this.” “The clutter and 
distractions add to the entertainment value. The plot 
is irrelevant.” Two dead bodies. Twenty breasts. One 
motor vehicle chase. Two explosions. Cast: Mariella 
Valentini (Loredana), Patrizio Roversi (Patrizio), 
Luigi Gravier (“standout” as identical-twin archi- 
tect), Mario Gravier (“standout” as identical-twin 
architect). Writers/Directors: Nichetti, Guido Manuli. 
[Fine Line/New Line. 1991/93.] Overall rating: 91. 


ARIEL *S UNDERSEA 
ADVENTURES 


Two “flawless” “colorful” Disney stories from the 
“moralistic” TV series based on the hit movie. In Whale 
of a Tale, a baby killer whale is separated from its 
family and is befriended and taught to be itself by Ariel 
and friends. In Urchin, a boy merman (merboy?) wants 
to be somebody and joins with Lobster Mobster in 
thievery—until Ariel and friends show him he’s just 
fine as he is. “Although sometimes childish simplicity 
ruins the story, few will be disappointed.” “The voice of 
King Triton is strong but restrained, and appropriate 
for his Ward Cleaver-like role. The other voices are borderline 
parodies of the film voices.” “Sebastian the crab has a great 
Jamaican voice, and Ariel is one hot mama! Crab Louie is very 
funny.” “The songs seem a little forced, and some of the character 
designs are too cute and fluffy, but the episodes are surprisingly 
well developed for the simple stories.” Voices: Sam Wright 
(Sebastian), Jodi Benson (Ariel), Edan Gross, Ken Mars, Jim 
Cummings, Joe Alaskey, Danny Cooksey, David Lander. 
Writers: Peter S. Beagle, Tedd Anasti, Patsy Cameron. 
Producer/Director: Jamie Mitchell (“effective”). [Walt Disney. 
1992/93.] (Previously reviewed by the Big Studio Committee, 
which gave it an 80.) Overall rating: 90. 


PUS N’ BILL IN 
A WISH FOR WINGS THAT WORK 


In this “outstanding” “hu- 
morousand poignant” tale based 
on the “Outland” cartoon char- 
acters of Berkeley Breathed, 
Opus the penguin is depressed 
about being a wingless bird, so 
he joins a “flightless bird sup- 
port group” and writes to Santa 
Claus to get a pair. He becomes 
obsessed with flying and even 
tries to fly by tying balloons to 
himself. But when Santa has an 
accident while delivering pre- 
sents and is caught in the middle 
of an icy lake, only Opus can 
save him. He becomes a hero, 
and “the other birds enable him 
to meet his dream of flying by 
carrying him around.” “Best 
Christmas story since How the 
Grinch Stole Christmas.” “To- 
tally engrossing. A fabulous ad- 
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System 


Highest rating: 93 


Lowest rating: 66 


aptation.” “Excellent characterizations, well-voiced, and truly a 
joy to behold.” “Remarkable interplay with a live-action clip from 
the 1930’s movie Lost Horizon with Ronald Colman.” Minority 
opinions: “This could have been charming, but fell into shallow, 
derivative, childlike slapstick with too few gems of wit to save it. 
Does anyone think Bill the cat’s hogging the screen every few 
minutes to ‘gack’ makes an entertaining show?” “The animation 
is faithful to the strip, but for hardcore fans only.” Voice: Michael 
Bell (Opus). Writer: Breathed (“excellent”). Director: Skip Jones. 
[Amblin Television/MCA-Universal. 1993.] Overall rating: 89. 


[HE MAKING OF FANTASIA 


“Fascinating” behind-the-scenes story of Walt 
Disney’s “incredible” 1940 breakthrough in anima- 
tion, written by Leonard Maltin, who “knows his 
stuff and is able to communicate it through his 
collection of clips and interviews that never turns 
dull.” It includes a complete history of Disney’s use 
of music, clips that weren’t used in the movie, the 
reasons the film failed at the box office, how it was 
later restored, and “excellent but brief” interviews 
with Roy Disney and other Disney animators and 
writers. “Sort of a Fantasia greatest hits tape. The 
actual Fantasia is rather long, and this is a good 
synopsis for the patience-impaired.” “One of the best 
documentaries of this sort ’ve seen. Even more 
interesting than the film itself to me.” “The anima- 
tion for Fantasia was the best stuff Disney ever did, 
especially the hippos dancing with gators.” “I don’t 
like Fantasia much, but this documentary makes me 
want to see it again.” “It’s interesting to hear what 
turned Walt into a capitalistic swine, but misses the 
magic of the movie.” “Where would Disney have gone 
if this movie had been successful?” Minority opin- 
ions: “Run-of-the-mill ‘making of exercise.” “Very 
superficial. No in-depth reporting. As soon as your 
interest is piqued, the subject is abruptly changed.” 
Two minotaur breasts. Narrator: Michael Tucker. 
Executive Producer/Director: Robert Heath (“good job”). [Buena 
Vista Television/Disney. 1992.] Overall rating: 88. 


REA 88, ACT I: 
THE BLUE SKIES OF BETRAYAL 


“Excellent” “existential” Japanese “violent anti-war story” 
about an ace combat pilot, shanghaied to be a mercenary by his 
“best friend,” who wants to steal the hero’s girl. The hero becomes 
a killer ace, but hates himself for it, and can’t get back to Japan 
and the “bad-hair” girlfriend, as he serves out his time in Area 88, 
“a desert hell pit.” “Aimed at teens, young adults and adults, this 
flick includes a scene that handles racism in a very adult way.” 
“The girlfriend is weakly written.” “Brilliant graphics and action 
battle scenes.” “Slick battle scenes, very detailed.” “Why do the 
people in all Japanese cartoons look the same?” “The guys look 
like girls.” Minority opinion: “Dull, repetitive, turgid, unneces- 
sary film. Just guys either flying around shooting people or 
sitting around bitching.” Fifteen dead bodies. Twenty-nine explo- 
sions. Voices: Kaneto Shiozawa (Shin Kazama), Yoshihito 
Yasuhara (Satoru Kanzaki), Sakiko Tamagawa (Ryoko 
Tsugumo), Taro Shigaki (Saki Vashutal), Mikio Terashima 
(Ryoko’s father), Ryoko Sakakibara (Secretary Yasuda), Kei 
Tomiyama (Mick Simon), Hideo Nakamura (Go Mutsuki), 
Iemasa Ieyumi (McCoy), Takuzo Kamiyama (Greg), Toshio 
Furukawa (Bucksy), Tetsuaki Genda (Boris), Michihiro 
Ikemizu (Bowman), Joji Yanami (Farina), Makio Inoue 
(Charlie), Kunio Otsuka (Nguyen). Writer: Akiyoshi Sakai, 
from a story by Kaoru Shintani (“great”). Translation from the 
Japanese: Neil Nadelman (“excellent,” “anyone who can find 
the equivalent to ‘wanker’ has to be good”). Original animation 
and character design: Okata Toshiyashu (“outstanding”). Pro- 
ducer: Yuji Nunokawa. Director: Eikoh Toriumi.|King Record 






The 300-year-old teeny-bopper star of 3x3 Eyes just wants to be 
human, but mean people won’t let her, in the bizarre but fascinating 
Japanese film. 


Co. To order, send $34.95 to U.S. Manga Corps, 250 W. 57th St., 
Suite 831, New York, NY 10107. 1985/93.] Overall rating: 87. 


3x3 EYES 


“Intricate” “top-notch” occult “very Japanese” story about a 
300-year-old teeny-bopper, the last of her Triclops race, who 
wants to be human. So a dying anthropologist sends her on a 
quest to find his son, a transvestite waiter who helps lead her to 
the statue which will transform her. Their “utterly confusing” 
journey involves battles with zombies, flying monsters and dino- 


saurs. “The always intriguing writing has exotic locales, mysti- 
cism, the supernatural, action and drama that keeps a good sense 
of humor throughout.” “I feel like a little kid watching it. Cool 
City. But it makes about as much sense as Naked Lunch.” “There 
is one scene, very life-threatening and terrifying, drawn so as not 
to comprehend the nature or even form of the attacker—pure 
visual graphic genius.” “The writing carries the story much better 
than the so-so animation.” Two dead bodies. Three motor vehicle 
chases. Seven explosions. Voices: Eddie Frierson, Rebecca 
Forstadt, Eleni Kelakos, Michael McConnohie, Joyce Kurtz, 
Jeff Winkless, Steve Kramer, Bodie Plecas. Director: 
Daisuke Nishio. English-language dialogue: Kramer. English- 
language Producer/Director: Carl Macek. [To order, send $18.95 
to Streamline Pictures, P.O. Box 691418, West Hollywood, CA 
90069. 1991.] (Also reviewed by the Foreign Committee, which 
gave it an 81.) Overall rating: 86. 


([\HE AMAZING MR. BICKFORD 


“Crude” “bizarre” psychedelic claymation from the mind of 
producer/director/writer/composer Frank Zappa, “an attempt 
to show us the amazing trippy claymation artist Mr. Bruce 
Bickford by encapsulating a few of his mind-bending works” in 
a “naked and unabashed view into the human psyche.” This 
“mind-melting” freeform film features everything from “hunts- 
men meeting primevals toa Rebel Without a Cause / Body Snatch- 
ers nightmare.” “Like nothing I’ve ever seen. Hard to compre- 
hend but strangely interesting. Very taxing on the brain.” “One 
of the ten best things of its kind ever made—seriously. Don’t see 
it on drugsif you wanna stay normal.” “Mr. Bickford isa true titan 
of animation. He creates whole worlds with a stream of conscious- 
ness made to come alive down to the smallest blood atomization, 
if not with Hollywood showmanship, then at least with a passion 


that will rivet any lover of animation’s eyes to the screen.” 
“Beautifully sculpted gore and violence. Excellent attention to 
detail.” Minority opinions: “Zappa’s music is very 

intrusive.” “It’s a Frank Zappa acid trip 
gone bad—very very bad. Gross, grue- 
some, long and repetitive, violent, 
unpleasant, nightmarish, humor- 
less.” Fifty dead bodies. Thirteen 
breasts. Two motor vehicle 
chases. [Intercontinental Absur- 
dities/MPI. 1978/87.] (Also re- 
viewed by the Underground Com- 
mittee, which gave it a 91.) Over- 

all rating: 83. 


C OOL WORLD 


“Amazing” “hallucinogenic” but 
“muddled” story of cartoonist 
Gabriel Byrne, who enters his 
own cartoon world, where heis 
seduced by Holli Would (Kim 
Basinger), hisfemme fatale, 
in spite of being warned by 
ahuman cop. Holly threat- 
ens to open up forbidden 
barriers between the 
real and the “cool” 
world, resulting in 

“messy leakages” 
that threaten the sur- 
vival of the universe. 
“Non-stop cartoon ac- 
tion. There’s not a scene where some toon doesn’t get chopped, 
bopped or anviled.” “A sleazy, seedy, erotic Roger Rabbitish clone, 
with acting a little stiffin spots.” “More visually imaginative than 
Roger Rabbit.” “Outstanding transfer scenes between reality and 
toons.” “Always something interesting visually, but never aclear 
understanding of this universe where sometimes you need a 
‘spike’ to cross over.” Minority opinion: “The animation is great, 
but it doesn’t center on anything interesting.” Two dead bodies. 
One motor vehicle chase. Cast: Brad Pitt, Charles Adler (voice 
of Nails, the spider sidekick of Pitt), Michele Abrahms (Jennifer 
Molloy), Deirdre O’Connell (Isabelle Molloy). Writers: Michael 
Grais, Mark Victor. Director: Ralph Bakshi. [Paramount. 
1992/93.] (Previously reviewed by the Science Fiction and Fan- 
tasy Committee, which gave it an 83.) Overall rating: 80. 


S HINING TIME STATION 
HOLIDAY SPECIAL 
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In this “sappy” “nicey-nicey” “godawful” British TV series, 
Lloyd Bridges stars as Santa Claus, hosting an anthology of 
train stories, puppetry and jukebox songs, with the “bitchy” 
Rachel Miner as a “snotty kid with a bad attitude” redeemed by 
the spirit of Christmas. The “fine” “appealing” Ringo Starr also 
shows up as Mr. Conductor, introducing “choo-choo stories.” The 
“real annoying” Brian O’Connor, on the other hand, “looks like 
he’s been doing children’s theater forever” and “needs to be toned 
down a bit” as the heavy. “Thisis a vapid kiddy-show PBS holiday 
‘let’s all learn to love each other and be good and all will be perfect 
with the world’ bullshit tape.” “It put me to sleep. It’s just kind of 
there.” “When is the next train out of this station? Should be 






















This is about as exciting as it get in Where’s Spot? 


called Schmaltzy Time Station.” “Ihate Christmas shows. Theyre 
always the same and always lame.” “Children being conned again 
by a fable written by adults.” “The puppets, the music 
and the ‘live’ actors are all condescending.” “The 
animated juke box band is cute, but has awful 
arrangements.” “This tape contains the coolest 
rendition of ‘Over the River and Through the 
Woods’ I’ve ever heard.” Nicole Leach, as 
Tanya, has the best line: “She’s never 
thrown up on me.” Cast: Didi Conn (“still 
annoying as ever” as Stacey Jones). 
Writer: Brian McConnachie. Direc- 
tor: Gregory Lehane. | Kid Vision. 
1990/93.] Overall rating: 71. 


WHERE'S SPOT? 


> e 


“Mind-numbing” “poorly 
drawn” “terminally boring” se- 
ries of shorts about a mischie- 
vous dog who gets lost as “we 

learn about colors and parts of 

the house and neighborhood.” 
“This is deadly dull even for two- 
year-olds—or especially for two- 
year-olds.” “Spot basically wanders 
around the house and yard likeit’sa 
big deal.” “Minimalist animation, ABC 
storytelling, andthe pacing of gravity’s 
effect on glass.” “The best youcan say is 
that at least it’s not Barney.” “My 22- 
month-old loved it.” Voices: Jonathan Tay- 
lor Thomas (Spot), Corey Burton, Linda 
Gray. Writer: Eric Hill. [Walt Disney. 1993.] Overall rating: 67. 


GREEN JELLO: CEREAL KILLER 


“Erratic and thoroughly base” series of 11 “mindless and 
often embarrassing” music videos by the video-only band Green 
Jello, which prides itself on being disgusting. Reactions ranged 
from outright hostility to mild appreciation for these “insipid” 
“mostly mediocre” songs that mix animation, Claymation, outra- 
geous papier-mache costumes and live action. “The Three Pigs,” 
a Claymation rap song aired by MTV, is “easily the most enjoy- 
able,” while “Misadventures of Shitman” is “some kind of special 
journey into lunacy.” “Cereal Killer” is “fun to watch,” with “a final 
great decapitation scene of Snap, Crackle and Pop,” anda parody 
of the Red Hot Chili Peppers is “entertaining.” “It strives to be 
stupid, too long, humorless and lack musicianship—and it suc- 
ceeds.” “This is ‘zany,’ and not in a good way. Frat boys will love 
it. It’s juvenile and unfunny, which is repeatedly overcompen- 
sated for by ‘admitting we’re stupid.” “Good intentions, but kind 
of comes off flat. Tedious after a while.” “Is this a punishment 
tape? This would only appeal to a brain-dead heavy-metal teen- 
ager.” “Someone had a lot of money to make these, but they were 
more interested in enjoying themselves than doing something 
special.” “The band urges the viewer to try similar projects, 
saying it’s cheap and easy. God help us.” Minority opinion: “More 
props, comedy and fun than a week on MTV.” Five dead bodies. 
Animation: Joe Russo. Claymation: Fred Stuhr. Director: Bill 
Manspeaker. [Zoo Entertainment. 1992.](Also reviewed by the 
Underground Committee, which gave it an 85.) Overall rating: 
66. 


Members of the Animation Committee are Joe Coughlin, purchasing agent, Boston; David Dowling, government/ 
economics teacher, Stranahan High School, Fort Lauderdale, Fla.; Nick Murray, computer engineer, Columbus, O.; Al 
Pergande, engineer, Orlando; Wes Pierce, amateur writer, Orlando; Larry Pogreba, guitar and knife maker, Lyons, Colo.; 
Ron Rejmaniak, computer engineer, Houston; Wayne Richards, case manager for the mentally ill, Medford, Ore.; Greg 
Russell, Neiman-Marcus price marker, Houston; Gary Shindler, printer, Ponca City, Okla.; Patrick Spreng, computer 
bulletin board system operator, Carrollton, Tex.; Greg Stephen, supervisor, Atlanta; George W. Sweitzer, computer 
programmer, East Windsor, N.J.; and Bruce Tinkel, accountant, Edison, N.J. 
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Sick of the NRA and Free Speech whiners? Take the Bill of Rights and... 


Ready, Aim, Fire! 


here’s two kinds of people 

you don’t wanna get into 
an argument with in a bar. 

One is gun owners. NRA 
members. People who are terri- 
fied their guns are gonna get 
banned. Guys wearin hats with 
ear flaps. 

The other one is free speech 
advocates. First Amendment 
nuts. People who think you 
oughta be able to say, print, 
broadcast any dang thing you 
want to, any time you want to, 
without the government sayin diddly squat about it. 
These people tend to wear pocket protectors. 

These are both mean groups. They’re zealots. 
They’re fanatics. You can’t reason with em. 

I know. I’m one of em. I’m so absolute on First 
Amendment issues that I don’t even think we should 
have libel or slander laws. I think the best defense 
against somebody sayin something untrue about you 
is to speak out about it. Come right back at em. Don’t 
ask some judge to figure it out, some judge who 
doesn’t even care about your opinion in the first 
place. 

So, anyhow, the Gun Fanatics and the Free 
Speech Fanatics have one thing in common. Both 
positions are based on the Bill of Rights. You can’t 
change the Bill of Rights. If you try to change the Bill 
of Rights, then all our Constitutional protections 
start fallin apart. The country goes to hell. Personal 
freedom goes to hell. Everything goes into the toilet. 

Bullstuff. 

I happen to love the Bill of Rights, but I don’t 
think it’s something passed down from Mt. Sinai by 









The triple-screen Bridgehead 
Drive-In, on Highway 160 at East 
18th Street in Antioch, California, 
has been sold to a greedy K-Mart that coveted this 
sacred drive-in soil. This is the drive-in that had a 
scenic view of the beautiful San Joaquin River, 
which flows backwards because the El Lay aque- 
duct is sucking it dry, and ever since the nearby 
pulp mill closed, you could even actually see the 
screen at night. All this—and K-Mart needs to get 
bigger. “Another one bites the dust,” writes Jeff 
Hunt of Pittsburg, “all for a few Blue Light Spe- 
cials.” The Bridgehead stood proudly for forty- 
three years. Actually K-Mart only gets eight of the 
twenty acres. The rest will be retail stores and 





Republican 
Alert! 


a guy in a beard. 
The ten items in 
the Bill of Rights 
are amendments 
to a Constitution 
that started out 
without em. 
They’re changes 
that were made in 
it. That means 
they can still be 
changed, added to, 
deleted, monkeyed 
around with. 

It’s not what I want, but I don’t see why everbody 
thinks it should be impossible. If we decide we don’t 
like the Bill of Rights anymore, then we can get rid 
of it. We didn’t like the 18th Amendment—the one 
that said you couldn’t get a drink in America—so we 
got rid of it. Ifthe Congress wanted to, it could get rid 
of the First Amendment in less than a month, simply 
by putting together the right number of votes. | 

Then, if we get rid of the Bill of Rights, citizens 
have choices. They can accept the change. They can 
throw the Congress out of office and vote the amend- 
ments back in. Or they can overthrow the whole 
damn government. 

We can ban guns if we want to. 

We can limit free speech if we want to. 

But we shouldn’t want to. The Bill of Rights 
should be based on the idea that the maximum 
amount of personal freedom is the best thing for all 
of us. 

But this country started violently. So, ifit stands 
for anything, it stands for the idea that, whenever we 
want to change it, we can by-God change it. 





restaurants—like California 
needs more of those. For the 
record, the Bridgehead was 
opened by Stamm Theaters in 1950. The last 
show was Dr. Giggles, The Mighty Ducks and 
Pure Country. Jeff, “Reza Gorbachev” of Oak- 
land, Virginia Stemler of Brentwood, Lyn Venable 
of Walnut Creek, Edwin & Martha Smith of 
Benicia, Rick Bennett of Oakley, Dr. Michael 
Buchele of Orinda, William G. Chavez of Pacheco, 
Priscilla Reed of Brentwood, Jackie Fleming of 
Antioch, Ivor E. Samson of San Francisco, “The 
Weasel” of Antioch, and Patricia Sullivan of Wal- 
nut Creek all remind us that, without eternal 
vigilance, it could happen here. 
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Who’s been sleeping in my country? 


The Freeloader Faction 


nce upon a time, a foreign-born alien came into 
the country and started using all the services 
that he didn’t have to pay for. 

He used the 
schools. 

He got free 
medical care. He 
even got free dental 
care. 

He rode around 
on public transpor- 
tation for a fraction 
of what it was sup- 
posed to cost him. 

He drove on the 
streets. Streets that 
taxpayers paid for, 
not him. 

He brought his 
friends and family — 
over to visit, and 
they didn’t pay for anything either. 

He got a job—a job that should have gone to 
somebody born there. 

He never even bothered to learn the language of 
the country he was sponging off of. 

Amazing that a country would do that, isn’t it? 

Not so amazing. 

I was the alien. It was me. I fess up. 

I did that in Denmark. I spent a year there, going 
to school and working and sometimes just goofing 
off. And all the time I was there they gave me free 
everything. They even gave me a little government 
ID card that had the name of a Danish doctor on it, 
just in case I needed to call him. 

And, even though I was an alien, they didn’t just 
let me take stuff from em. They offered me things. 
They invited me into their homes. They plied me 
with pastry and aquavit. They introduced me to the 
local girls, who, for my money, are among the most 
gorgeous in the world. And never once did I hear any 
of em say, “There’s that alien, spongin off our hard- 
earned tax dollars.” 

Why would they be so free with their money? 

I don’t know. I really don’t. All I know is, from the 
day I left there, I had two homes instead of one. I was 
a Texan and I was also a Dane (whether they knew 
it or not). And in the several years since then, I’ve 
never missed an opportunity to go back to Denmark, 
to tell people how great Denmark is, to buy things 
from Denmark. I’ve even looked at real estate in 
Denmark. 

And when I meet Danes—anywhere in the 





world—I treat em like family. I simply say, “I can’t 
believe you’re from Denmark. It’s my second home.” 
And they’re always delighted. 
I don’t know 
; if any of this has 
any long-term, or 
even short-term 
é = effect, on the 
Danish economy. 
I don’t knowifthe 
government ever 
got back the 
money they spent 
on me. I don’t 
know if, after I 
was gone, andthe 
government 
thought about 
how much Id 
taken, they re- 
considered and 
decided to bar people like me from their borders. 
But I kinda feel like those old Russian guys in 
Brooklyn you occasionally read about. They run a 
little novelty store for fifty years, then they die and 
leave their whole estate—millions of dollars—to “the 
United States government.” If you could ask em why, 
they’d probly say, “Because you took me in and you 
didn’t have to.” 
Any country that does that will never be ashamed 


R.I.P. 


R-C Drive-In 
Fredericksburg, Virginia 


Republican Alert! The R-C Drive-In in 
Fredericksburg, Virginia, previously reported as 
endangered because the developers had built so 
many things around it they had monster glare on 
the screen, has bit the final bullet and died. All 
that’s left is a butt-ugly four-plex. This was the last 
surviving relic of the old Pitts drive-in chain that 
once dominated rural Virginia towns, and it ap- 
peared to be thriving right up until the end. One of 
the last big events was a custom car show culmi- 
nating in a double feature of American Griffiti and 
Mobsters. Then it failed to open for the new season. 
Randall Kunkel of Springfield reminds us that, 
without eternal vigilance, it can happen here. 
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Dear Joe Bob, 

I have been read- 
ing your column for a 
long time now, and be- 
ing that I have never 
seen you, I sort of de- 
veloped a picture of 
what you would look 
like. Well, Iwas watch- 
ing the news this 
morning when this 
guy who looks like a 
male stripper comes on to plug your book Iron Joe 
Bob. Where was the frying pan scar from the third 
wife? Where were the popcorn butter stains on the 
Hawaiian shirt? Tell me it wasn’t you, Joe Bob. 

Sincerely, 
Rod Richmond 
Sonora, Calif. 
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Dear Rod: 
I’m not proud of wearing those electric blue 
bikini panties. I was young. I had a self-esteem 


problem. Are you gonna punish me for the rest of my 
life? 


Deer Pollyannish naif: 
If God is such a nice Guy, then why do animals 
have to eat each other? 
Justin “The Pee’d-off Weed” Reed 
Get off my foodchain, Arizona 
Phoenix 
Dear Justin: 
If this is one of those anti-red-meat tirades, I’m 
not gonna listen. 3 
I didn’t say He was a nice Guy, anyhow. I said He 
was a bigger animal than me. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I enjoy your work because of the mood of noncha- 
lant cynicism that you always seem to induce with 
every topic you choose. It’s more of a laid-back and 
relaxed writing than a lot of people in your position 
feel they have to have. Who says the meaning of life 
has to be a deep, agonizing and painfully brutal look 
into the darker corners of the human psyche? Thank 
you, Joe Bob, for saying what really needed to be said 
in your book, Iron Joe Bob. You will be the one to 
carry the banner in our collective parade back to 
manhood. I’m glad there is at least one other person 
who has the same contempt for political correctness 
that I do. I will be starting college in the fall, and ’m 
glad that I have the incomparable testament to the 
way things ought to be under my arm. Knowledge is 
power, and I’d like to thank you again for the literary 
amps you’ve added to my education. Take care of 
yourself, and keep it up. 

Thanks again, 
Chuck Reisse 
Wyndmoor, Pa. 





to the Hopeless 


Dear Chuck: 

I can be deep, ago- 
nizing and painfully 
brutal if I want to. 

I just never have 
found anything that 
serious yet. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

How can we save 
our drive-ins and still 
remain politically cor- 
rect in word, thought and deed? Drive-in environ- 
mentalism! 

Over the decades many unique creatures have 
evolved to fill the environmental niche created by 
gravel, beer, popcorn, exhaust fumes and spent 
condoms. And what about the rest rooms and re- 
freshment booths? What drive-in moviegoer hasn’t 
experienced first-hand the spontaneous generation 
of brand spanking new life forms crawling from the 
backed-up toilets and deep-fry vats of their local 
D.I.M.T. (That’s Drive-in Movie Theater. To be P.C. 
we need initials, J.B., and an acronym—lI propose 
DIMWIT). 

I say we take a stand and demand that all 
DIMWIT’s be granted protection as wildlife refuges, 
or even national parks! Let’s unite behind the beer 
slug, the popcorn beetle and the condom crustacean! 
And if the government won’t comply, well, I say we 
just burn this sucker down—yeah, I mean the entire 
United States of America! And let’s hurry while 
environmental terrorism is still in vogue ... we 
wouldn’t want to get in trouble. 

Rev. John W. Hooper 

Berkley, Mich. 

Dear Rev: 

You forgot the siaeweies Milk Dud box. It’s a 

permanent part of the American landscape. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

Since you asked, attached are some politically 
hip, let’s-be-nice-in-the-nineties labels for people. 
(Please understand that, in the style favored by the 
folks who make up this kind of crap for real, these » 
terms are properly set with every word capitalized 
and nothing hyphenated; if you print any of them, 
please honor that tradition. You do know the old 
saying, of course: It takes more than orthography to 
upgrade shit to mud.) 

That’s all for now. Have a nice day. 

*People who don’t understand satire and who 
deny freedom of speech to those they disagree with— 
The Perspectively Disoriented. 

*“Tess well endowed” women—Minimalist To- 
pography Practitioners. 

«Tess well endowed” men—The Extensively 
Disadvantaged. 

*Short people—The Vertically Conserved. 
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*“People of color’—The Pigmentally Enhanced. 

*White people—The Pigmentally Challenged. 

“Albinos—The Pigmentally Hyperchallenged. 

“Bikers, heavy metal rockers, and other people 
with lots and lots of tattoos—The Overcompensating 
Pigmentally Challenged. 

*Southern rednecks—Precivilization Preserva- 
tionists. 

*People with ugly scars, birthmarks, warts, 
moles, etc.—The Dermally Diverse. 

*Bald guys—Human Solar Collectors. 

*Bald guys who wear hats—Shielded Human 
Solar Collectors. 

“Poor city people—Urban Microecologists. 

*Poor country people—Rural Microecologists. 

“Gang members—Alternate Community Based 
Youth Association Members. 

*“Sex workers”—Transactional Capitalists. 

*Drug dealers—Undocumented Pharmaceutical 


(AAA Drve-IN 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 9 p.m. Eastern, 8 Central, 7 Mountain, 11 Pacific. Joe 
Bob appears before, after and between the night’s triple feature, 
with special guests, commentary and sketches. 


More Gir_s WitH Bic Guns 


January 21: Hard Hunted: Once again director Andy Sidaris 
joins Joe Bob for “Girls With Big Guns Month,” along with 
special guest Julie K. Smith, a Penthouse Pet and Andy’s 
newest find as the star of the just released The Dallas 
Connection. Hard Hunted is one of Andy’s best films, a 1992 
yarn about a voyeur yachtsman (R.J. Moore) who steals 
a nuclear trigger concealed in a small jade Buddha. What 
he doesn’t realize is that his personal harem—including 
Penthouse Pet ofthe Year Julie Strain—is really made up 
of undercover federal agents who are reporting to radio 
sex-show hostess Ava Cadell, who works next door to 
night-club owner Cynthia Brimhall, who sings “Another 
Day in Paradise” when not seating her regular customers. 
Crack Playboy Playmate agents Dona Speir and Roberta 
Vasquez are forced to fly to Sedona, Arizona, and do 
deadly battle with a mini-Black Thunder helicopter 
equipped with rockets and flown by a mad Asian named 
Raven. Whew! Four stars. 

Second feature: Dominion: Tank Police, Part Two 
(world cable premiere): Continuing the series of sexy 
Japanese anime films about violent cat sisters in bikinis. 
Three stars. 

Third feature: Tombstone: Kurt Russell’s Wyatt 
Earp and Val Kilmer’s Doc Holliday are perfect, but the 
best pure-dee performance in the film is by real Texan 
Powers Boothe as the leering, nasty leader of the outlaw 
“Cowboys” gang. A masterpiece by George P. Cosmatos. Four 
stars. 


STILL More Gir_s Wits Bic Guns 


January 28: Fit To Kill: Andy Sidaris is once again Joe Bob’s 
guest on the final night of “Girls With Big Guns Month,” and tonight 
he brings with him Playboy Playmate Cynthia Brimhall, one of 
the stars of Fit To Kill, the last in Andy’s series that began with 
Malibu Express. Dona Speir and Roberta Vasquez are beach- 
bunny federal spies who tangle with sophisticated bad guy R.J. 
Moore and his nasty girlfriend, Julie Strain. Julie has a very 
memorable sex scene on the kitchen sink of Moore’s yacht. Cynthia 
plays a crack undercover agent who doubles as a topless lounge 
singer, along with nude disc jockey Ava Cadell and her hot- 
tubbing assistant Sandra Wild. Four stars. 





Cynthia Brimhall keeps those guns 
loaded for her January appearance on 
Drive-In Theater. 


Entrepreneurs. 
*Skinny people—Space Savers. 
“Fat people—Skin Graft Donors In Training. 
“Gays, lesbians—Alternative Family Values Ad- 
vocates. — 
“Wife beaters, child abusers—Family Values 
Traditionalists. 
*Skinheads—Late Contemporary Neoclassicists. 
*Yuppies, fashion followers, conspicuous con- 
sumers, etc.—Resource Utilization Extremists. 
“Mass murderers—Independent Population Con- 
trol Specialists. 
“Hired killers, hit men—Population Control Con- 
sultants. 
W.B. “Tex” Rhodes 
San Francisco 
Dear Tex: 
Anamazing list. You are obviously an Agitational 
Human Relations Specialist. 


THEATER (444 


Second feature: Ticks: World cable premiere of the Tony 
Randel horror flick about killer mutant ticks that live in a forest 
where backwoods creepolas have been boosting the marijuana crop 
with steroids. When a bunch of misfit adolescents show up on an 
“Outward Bound”-type camping trip, the bugs have a picnic. 
Starring Rosalind Allen and Ami Dolenz (playing the airhead 
bimbo, as usual), with a great goofball role by Clint Howard as a 

ee brain-damaged steroid mixer 
who gets munched real good. 
Four stars. 

Third feature: Twenty 
Bucks: The star of this clever 
comedy is atwenty-dollar bill, 
from its birth as a crisp new 
ATM-dispensed greenback, 
to its death a few months 
later when it’s turned in ata 
bank by street person Linda 
Hunt, who asks if it can be 
cashed when it’s patched to- 
gether in so many pieces. 
During its travels the twenty 
witnesses the breakup of an 
engagement, a murder, sev- 
eral crimes, a funeral and a 
lot of comic moments, thanks 
to a great ensemble cast led 
by Brendan Fraser as an 
aimless employee for a mov- 
ing company, Melora 
Walters as a stripper- 
turned-funeral-director, 
Elisabeth Shue as an aspiring writer who works as a waitress, 
Christopher Lloyd and Steve Buscemi as unlucky armed rob- 
bers, and Gladys Knight as a voodoo woman. Four stars. 


Let’s GET NEKKID 


February 5: Beach Babes From Beyond: Three teenage girls 
from another planet steal their parents’ T-Bird spaceship and land 
on a California beach where Joe “Nepotism Man” Estevez is an 
aging surfer and Joey “Nepotism Boy” Travolta is a retired rocket 
scientist who runs a health-food stand. The outer-space bimbos 
pose as Swedish exchange students, and zaniness ensues as Burt 
“Yes, I Was Robin” Ward stumbles around in the background of a 
bikini contest. Three stars. 

Second feature: Lake Consequence. 

Third feature: Double Impact. 
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Contest #1 


Christopher Martin of St. Clair Shores, Michi- 
gan: “Though I pride myself on my knowledge of 
schlock sci-fi films, there is one flick that has haunted 
me since the tender age of nine. During a family trip 
to the East Coast, we stopped at a hotel in New York 
state. While flipping the dial on the room TV, I 
caught a glimpse of two vaguely British actors talk- 
ing about something called ‘blood rust.’ The implica- 
tion was that this ‘rust,’ like the Blob, had an 
appetite for humans. Before I could learn more, my 
parents yanked me away from the TV and tossed me 


in the car. Despite my protests, we resumed our trip. 
(I always meant to go back to that hotel and switch 
the set off.) To this day, that film has remained a 
mystery to me. Does it have a scream queen? Does 
the ‘blood rust’ ever get around to eating someone? 
(I’m not fussy; Pll settle for an arm or a leg.) If your 
readers could supply the title and some details, I 
could finally close the door on one of those minor 
traumas that made my childhood a living hell.” 


Contest #2 


Monroe Pastermack of Oakland, California: 
“Ever since seeing Hard Target I have been trying to 
remember the name of another film. I certainly am 
aware of a number of films made from Richard 
Connell’s The Most Dangerous Game, but the one I 
am trying to recall ends with a great fight in the 


Joe Bob Jackets Back for an Encore! 


“I love my JBB jacket—it’s nicer than: 
“The jacket is a\ 


ae 
9 
? 
? 
$ 










____ Shipping $5 


igh-priced catalog!”—Ellen Gonella 
m.”—Keith Blue 


Joe Bob had these jackets made up as special Christmas presents 
for the crew of his TV show, and they were such a hit, he decided to offer 
them to his fans, too. These high quality jackets have a charcoal gray 
wool body with red leather sleeves, collar and pocket slits. On the back 
is a full color chenille patch with the Joe Bob Briggs logo and extra 
stitching to read “Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Your 
name plus “Bob” (i.e. “Mary Bob” or “Sam Bob”) in red script on the left 
front costs $6 extra. Deadline for ordering is February 15. Allow 8 weeks 
from that date for delivery. Specify size—men’s XS/16-18,S/36,M/38,L/40- 
42, XL/42-44, XXL/46, XXXL/46-48, 4XL/50-52. Please use form to provide 
shipping address and fill out the following: 


Jacket $155 (XXL orlarger $170) 
_____-(Jexas residents add 8.5% sales tax) 
Name on front $6 


Size 


Name on Jacket 


Total Daytime phone 


Buy a Year, Get an Autographed 1995 Binder for $10! 


send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get an autographed 1995 
binder for only $10. Hurry! Offer expires January 31, 1995. 


[| Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus 1995 
binder—S80 in foreign countries. 


[| Make that $36 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


OOKS 

INDERS 

ACK ISSUES 

Ordering information for any of Joe Bob’s five books, 


1990-95 binders, or list of back issues available by writing 
to address below. 





Name 

Address 

City | Se PI ee 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC __ Visa __ Exp. Date 


Signature 


‘Cappuccino My Built’ Mug 


This 15-ounce ceramic sipper is white with ‘Cappuccino 
My Butt’ on the front in black. (Other side says: “When did 
everybody go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes 
to this new idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla- 
Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art director for music 
videos?”—Joe Bob Briggs.) $9.95—plus $3 shipping. 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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house of the hunt organizer. Both 
he and our hero fight using a mixed 
array of his edged-weapon collec- 
tion. While choking our hero with 
a wire, the villain is killed by be- 
ing pushed back onto a sword stick- 


ing from a statue.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct 
answer each issue. (In the event of a tie, a 


drawing will be held.) Send “Find That 


Flick” questions and solutions to The Joe _ 


Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
ogc. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the October 17 issue, 
Chuck Hush of Poughkeepsie, 
New York, wrote: “I remember 
seeing on TV once a movie about a 
travelling bra salesman. The only 
scene I remember is where a 
stacked housewife is trying on one 
of the salesman’s sample bras 
when her husband pulls up and 
she tells the salesman to beat it, 
and he says, “Wait, my sample,” 
so Mrs. Well-Endowed Suburbia 
takes off the bra and hands it to 
him. The look on his face was 


hilarious! Okay, Joe Bob readers, - 


put on your stuponotronic helmets 
and tell me the name of this titil- 
lating comedy.” 

We received only one correct 
answer, sO our winner is... 

Smilin’ Jack Daly of Brain- 
tree, Massachusetts: “Sounds to 
me like What’s Up Front?, an early 
Russ Meyer-like nudie-cutie, with 
Arch Hall, Sr., as the bra-com- 
pany exec.” 


Friends 
& 
Freebies 


Give us five names and addresses 
of friends or foes you think are weird 
enough to appreciate a sample copy of 


The Joe Bob Report, and we'll send 
you a free video from our stockpile of 
about a thousand titles. Unfortu- 
nately, you don’t get to choose the 
title—unless one of your five names 
subscribes to the newsletter. Then 
you get another video, and you get to 
choose it from the list. 





Joe Bob’s Classifieds 


Books 


Curious if your favorite actress ever had a 
bondage scene? See Bound for Hollywood, 
Volume I. 80 B&W looseleaf pages, hun- 
dreds of listings, scores of photos, indexed 
by actresses, titles. $14 to HCI, Dept. JB, 
P.O. Box 69976, Los Angeles, CA 90069. 


Video Sales 


Troma Video Universe. Uncut, classic 
Troma movies including Class of Nuke Em 
High, Blood Hook, Girls School Screamers 
and Zombie Island Massacre have been 
restored to their original Director’s Cut 
versions and are now available directly from 
Troma. Only $9.95 each (add $3.50 S&H). 
For the official Tromabilia catalog send $3 
to: Tromabilia, Radio City Station, P.O. Box 
486, New York, NY 10101-0486 or call 1- 
800-83-TROMA to order your videos today! 


Fan Clubs 


It’s here! The new fan club address for 
actress/writer Debbie Rochon. Send 
S.A.S.E. for info regarding pictures, cur- 
rent film releases and media updates to: 
P.O. Box 1299, New York City 10009. 


Video Trades 


Wanted: Laser discs, from cut-outs to rari- 
ties. Will buy or trade for European goodies. 
E. Varjo, Piispankatu 12 B 27, 20500 Turku, 
Finland. 


Seek video, etc., on Rebecca Holden, Misty 








Rowe, Chynna Phillips, Crampton, Rigg. 
Help! Scott, P.O. Box 1073, Ravenna, OH 
44266. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
10e21. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


4 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 
| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 
| Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge | 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 

| forget your signature and expiration | 
| date) or mail your ad with check pay- | 
| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 

| appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 
| | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 





Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 
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